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One 


Author's Notes: 
Why Jani and Tuomas? Why not??? Covid inspired smut between two of our favorite Finns with references to 
Tuomas/Tony and Jani/Emppu. 


This worldwide pandemic had some small benefits, Jani Liimatainen thought to himself as he followed his 
usual trail through the woods a short distance from where he lived. For one, he had gotten in the best shape 
of his life, going for daily runs or hikes. Plus, he had written countless songs for all of his different projects. 
He certainly could say he'd used this time off from touring to be productive. 


Still, he fucking hated this. He'd had very little human contact outside of a few sessions with Timo or the 
Insomnium guys. He missed partying with his friends and bandmates. He missed live shows. And shit, he missed 
being touched. 


He'd broken up with his girlfriend shortly before the pandemic became a thing. And now dating was 


impossible; hell, inviting a woman over for a quick fuck had become a task. Sure, he had been plenty content 


being single and alone at first, and masturbation was a lovely pastime. But after months and months of this, he 
was so desperate for contact that he'd gotten half-hard when Vanhala hugged him last week. 


So it had to be fate when he ran into famed composer and known lover-of-redheads, Tuomas Holopainen, 


only twenty minutes into his walk. 


Literally. He literally ran into him, because Jani was swiping through a hookup app on his phone while 
blasting one of his newer songs in his headphones. He wasn't paying attention to his surroundings in the least, 
because he hiked this trail often, and though it was a public park, there were rarely others on the trail with 


him. 


Startled at the human body he'd just collided with, he stammered out an apology, catching himself halfway 
through when he actually looked up and met the familiar gray eyes staring back at him. 


"I'm - Tuomas!" Jani gasped, yanking out one of his earbuds and taking a step back. 


"Hey," the dark-haired man said, "I tried to wave to get your attention a few meters back when | saw it 


was you, but you were looking at your phone.” 


"Sorry, | guess | wasn't expecting to see anyone out here - least of all someone | know" Jani laughed 


awkwardly. "So, uh, how are you?" 
‘lm good, thanks," Tuomas said. "How are you?" 
"Good enough, considering current events," Jani shrugged, and Tuomas nodded. 


Tuomas Holopainen was definitely not someone Jani knew very well. He had toured with Nightwish years ago, 
but hadn't really spent time with the man one-on-one. Back then, Jani was too busy fucking Emppu Vuorinen 
for the duration of that tour to give much of a shit about anything or anyone else. Not long after that, he'd 


been booted from Sonata Arctica, and he'd only seen Tuomas in passing over the years. 
In fact, this was probably the most he'd spoken to the man in at least a decade. 


Briefly, he considered gifting Anette Olzon with a punch to Tuomas's face, but decided better of it. 
Tuomas's face was much too nice to ruin, and Jani had a feeling that despite his own physical capabilites, 
Tuomas could probably take him in a fight. Plus, out in the woods, who knew how long it would take for 
someone to discover his bloody and beaten body? Anyway, it was the thought that counted, right? 


"So, uh..." Nice, Limatainen. Real master of conversation there. 
"Well, | don't mean to interrupt your walk," Tuomas said, saving him, “and | know you were headed the 


opposite direction, but l'm actually..so starved for human interaction --" he laughed wryly "--that seeing 


another human being | know is quite nice. Would you care to join me?" 


"Oh fuck, would |," Jani agreed with a bit more enthusiasm than he'd meant to show. This caused Tuomas 
to chuckle, and the sound of his low laugh sent Janis heart skipping. Jani spun theatrically to face the direction 
Tuomas had been heading, and they began to walk. 


After a while of contented quiet, Tuomas asked, "So what have you been up to?" 


"Like, this week? This year? Or the last ten years?" Jani asked, swatting at a gnat as it fluttered around 
his face. 


"Let's keep it simple," Tuomas said, "and say just this past week." 


"Well, let's see," Jani said, "I wrote songs for four different projects. Recorded some stuff with Insomnium. 


Masturbated a bunch. Typical pandemic routine." 
Tuomas snorted. "Glad to hear you're keeping busy.” 


Jani glanced at him and Tuomas looked back, throwing him a genuine smile. Shit, had he always been this 
handsome? 


"What about you? What have you done this week?" the guitarist asked, now wondering why he'd spent that 
entire tour in bed with Emppu when he could have had this majestic creature instead. Oh, that was right - 
because Tony Kakko had already claimed the keyboardist for himself. Jani was fairly certain Tony and Tuomas's 
"thing" had persisted through the years. Back then he would have never wanted to overstep. Now? Jani couldn't 
care less if the two of them still fucked occasionally. If Tuomas offered, he'd have him right there and then 


"Oh, you know, wrote some songs for different projects," Tuomas said, and paused before adding, 


"Masturbated a bunch." 
Oh, that was intentional. 


Jani nodded and smirked, now busying himself with figuring out the least embarrassing way to proposition 
his new hiking partner. Sure, he was desperate, but he didn't want to sound like it. 


"| didn't know you lived around here," he said. 
"| don't," Tuomas said. "| rented a little place out here for a bit to get away and get some inspiration" 
"Did it work? Have you been inspired?" Jani asked. 


Tuomas nodded. "It worked. Nature is always inspiring. I've been taking this trail nearly every day for the 
last few days." 


"Oh. I'm surprised we didn't run into each other sooner," Jani said. "I'm here almost daily as well." 


"You know, | thought | spotted you the other day taking off on your motorcycle," Tuomas said, "but | was 
too far away to be sure. | should've known, though - that red hair..." He reached out and tucked a stray 
strand of hair back behind Jani's ear. "lts quite distinctive." 


Oh, fuck. Calm down, Jani No need to get hard just because Tuomas Holopainen touched your fucking ear. 


"Tony told me you were partial to redheads," Jani said, looking for Tuomas's reaction. He received raised 


eyebrows. "Said it was why he kept his red for so long." 


"IIl admit, | very much enjoy Tony in his fully natural state these days," Tuomas laughed. "But | guess red 
hair gets my rocks off, for whatever reason There always seems to be such beauty attached to it” 


Jani stopped walking, and so Tuomas, in turn, stopped as well, regarding Jani's sky blue eyes with his wolf 
grays. 


"This is really forward, but," Jani said, trying not to falter under the other man's intense gaze, "would you 
want to come back to my place with me?" 


"How about mine?" Tuomas suggested, and Jani felt relief wash over him when he realized the man was on 
the same page. "It's only a ten minute walk from here." 


"Two minutes if you hop on the back of my bike--," Jani started, but now he suddenly had his hands and 
face full of Nightwish composer. 


Tuomas kissed him deeply, strung deft fingers into his hair, yanking it out of its ponytail. Wow. Fuck, Jani 
had missed being handled like this. Yes, it had been a long time since he'd been with a woman, but it was much 
longer since he'd been with a man. And damn if he forgot how good it was. 


His body reacted immediately, heart racing, warmth spreading throughout. He grasped Tuomas to him, first 
by the hips, and wasted no time running his hands down to cup the man's ass. Oh, that was rice. He squeezed 
hard and Tuomas gasped into his lips. Jani used that opportunity to push his tongue into the keyboardist's 
mouth. He felt himself being backed up and forced against a sturdy tree. 


"Yes," Tuomas hissed, breaking away from Jani's mouth to start kissing the guitarists neck. Jani's eyes 
rolled to the back of his skull, and he reached up, clinging helplessly to the taller man's shoulders. 


"Shit," Jani gasped, "We're not gonna make it back to your place if you keep...” 
Tuomas grasped Janis hard dick through his shorts. 


"Oh, God - | - wait!" 


"Been a long time, hmm?" Tuomas purred into his ear, kissing his neck. "Been so lonely, without physical 


relief by the hands of another? When's the last time you were touched, Jani?" 
"| swear, | might cum if you ---" 
"F Lee 


Tuomas palmed Jani's dick roughly over the thick fabric of the guitarists shorts, and somehow that was 


enough to send Jani crashing over the edge, so hard, so unexpectedly --- 

He let out an embarrassingly primal noise as he soaked his underwear with cum, his legs becoming jelly-like 
underneath him. He hung onto Tuomas for support as he recovered. Tuomas continued to nibble along his neck 
innocently. 


"Never," Jani panted, "speak of this." 


Tuomas chuckled, backing away as Jani released him. "I'm not done with you yet, Jani. You still plan to come 


home with me, right?" 


"No shit," the redhead breathed. 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
Ah yes the eagerly awaited second part of this story. I've decided to make it into one more part after this. 


These poor Finns are insatiable. 


The rest of the hike back to Jani's bike was very uncomfortable. His underwear was sticky and wet. His 


pride was hurt from how quickly he'd fallen apart from Tuomas's touch. 
Tuomas, clearly amused, just had to bring up Jani's old lover. 


"Funny," the composer said, "Emppu always went on and on about your stamina If only he could see how 


quickly you wear out these days." 


"Listen," Jani said, crushed, "it's been nearly a year since I've fucked anyone. I've become a bit of a shut-in 


due to this whole --" he gestured vaguely with both arms "--thing." 


‘I'm only teasing," Tuomas said. "I can relate. Its been so long for me that even a light breeze could get me 


hard." 


Jani nodded stiffly. He was still mortified. 


Together, they straddled Janis motorcycle before taking off down the road at Tuomas's direction. Tuomas 
had been right. His cabin was significantly closer than Jan's house. Within minutes, Jani was pulling into a 
wooded drive, his bike gliding to a stop in front of the modest building. Jani had lived in this area for several 


years and never noticed this place before; it was far enough back from the road to be completely hidden 


Tuomas released Jani's hips and stood, reaching in his pockets for the door key while Jani removed his 
helmet. 


"You know," Jani said, following Tuomas to the front porch, "now that the initial pressure has been relieved, 


Ill be ready to go all day." 


Tuomas threw him a doubtful look over his shoulder as he unlocked the door and let them in. Jani was 
greeted immediately with the scent of cedar and leather. The cabin was open concept with a large fireplace at 
one end. Leather couches framed the living area. Old books lined the log walls. The kitchen had been modernized. 
Tuomas had some fruit sitting out on the counter. Near large windows overlooking the wooded backyard sat a 
keyboard and laptop setup, pages upon pages of sheet music strewn around it. Jani supposed one could afford 


to rent out a cool place like this on a whim if one had Nightwish money. 


"Bathroom's just over there if you want to clean up," Tuomas said. 

"Ah, yeah, that would be great, thanks," Jani said sheepishly, and headed where Tuomas pointed. 

He grimaced as he unstuck his boxer briefs from himself in the bathroom. He wiped himself off 
haphazardly with a found washcloth, then glanced in the mirror and realized he looked sweaty and gross. Why 
did Tuomas even invite him here? Did the man's eyes work properly? He'd have to remember to suggest some 
strong prescription glasses to him. 

Not wanting to be bothered with his underwear, he tossed the soiled garment in the small trash bin by the 
toilet before tugging his shorts back up. He finished tidying himself up by way of tying his hair back again 
before he exited the bathroom. 

He glanced around for Tuomas, confused when he didn't see the man anywhere. 


"Yo," Jani called out. 


"Up here," said a voice, and Jani looked up to see Tuomas's head poking out from an upstairs loft directly 


above him. 

‘Oh, hey!" Jani exclaimed, finding the ladder to the loft and climbing up. 

As he made it to the top, he saw Tuomas had splayed out contentedly on a rustic looking king-sized bed, 
down to just his boxer briefs. Fairy lights dotted the loft, adding a soft glow to the airy room. The entire wall 
behind the bed was one large window looking out into the woods. 


"Pretty cool, right?" Tuomas asked. Jani dragged his eyes over the man's porcelain skin ravenously. 


"Very cool," Jani said, kicking off his boots before joining the man in the bed. He was much more interested 


in the view in front of him than the one out the window. 


Tuomas wasted no time in pulling the guitarist close to him, pressing their lips together in a long, sweet 


kiss. He sighed, breaking away. 


"Shit, I've missed human contact," he chuckled and Jani nodded, guiding Tuomas back in for another kiss, 


running his hands down soft, hot skin. 


"Mmm, me too," he murmured into the keyboardist's lips. "But surely Tuomas of Nightwish has many 
lovers at his beck and call, no? Even in the midst of a pandemic?" 


Tuomas laughed at that. "lm notoriously very picky when it comes to lovers.” 


"And yet you picked me for some reason," Jani laughed. Tuomas kissed him hard, rolled Jani onto his back 
and got on top of him. 


| have many reasons,” Tuomas breathed, grinning. 

"All of those reasons being me happening to be in the right place at the right time?" Jani joked. 

Tuomas ignored him; he planted kisses along Jani's cheek, down his neck. The guitarist allowed himself to be 
undressed. Tuomas removed each garment with great care, as if he was performing a ritual, tracing each inch 
of newly bared skin with his lips. 

Jani liked feeling sacred. 

When Tuomas's mouth closed over the head of his cock, Jani found a new religion. He was suddenly grateful 
for the quick handy in the forest earlier, for if that pressure hadn't been relieved, he certainly would've spilled 


instantly in the heavenly wet confines of Tuomas's mouth. And this was too good to be wasted so quickly. 


Jani groaned happily, extending a hand to brush Tuomas's mess of dark hair away from his face. He wanted 


to see those intense gray eyes watching him. He held Tuomas's hair up and watched through heavy eyelids. 


"Shit. | could look at this all day," Jani groaned. Tuomas released his cock with a pop from his mouth and 
sat up. "0r not." 


"Roll over," Tuomas directed, eyes clouded with want. 

"What?" 

Tuomas motioned with his finger. Still Jani stayed put. 

"Tuomas, clearly you're not familiar with how | do things," Jani said, "because | don't take cock. | give it" 


"In my bed, you take my cock," Tuomas told him. Jani was plenty happy to give in to the attractive man 
but stood his ground for his own amusement. 


"Technically, this isn't your bed" 

"Christ, Liimatainen, roll the fuck over." 

"Fine. Just be gentle, okay? l'm a virgin" Jani started to turn, but Tuomas grabbed his arm to stop him. 
"Wait, are you really?" 


Jani rolled his eyes. "Hell no." 


"Fuck you. On your stomach, now." 


Jani snorted before flipping over, and Tuomas playfully forced his head down into a pillow before landing a 


hard smack on the redhead's ass. 
"Ooo, Holopainen likes it rough. Tony never told me that" 
‘Should've invited Tony over instead," Tuomas said. "He's - surprisingly - less chatty than you." 


"Ah, so you two do still fuck," Jani thought aloud. That won him another hard smack on his ass. It was 
quickly soothed as Tuomas planted kisses, starting on the small of his back and going downward. 


Tuomas was as generous a lover as Jani would have imagined. Jani let an ecstatic sigh escape as he felt 
Tuomas's tongue interacting with him down there. Jani had always enjoyed being rimmed, but it rarely 
happened when he topped other men. Being a bottom could be very lovely when he had a caring partner, and 
Tuomas had yet to disappoint. He was as talented with his tongue as he was with his fingers, and the guitarist 
was turning to putty beneath him. 


Jani had forgotten what it was like to be filled He bit his wrist to hold back his noises of discomfort as 
Tuomas sheathed himself inside of his ass. The keyboardist's fingertips dug into his hips as he began to fuck. 


Pretty quickly, Jani adapted to the feeling. He arched his back like a whore and cursed like a sailor. He was 


really getting into it, getting so close to cumming hands-free when - 

--Tuomas pulled out with a grunt and came, shaking each drop onto Jani's backside. 

"Fuck" Tuomas hissed. "Shif, you were so tight | couldn't - wow." 

"Guess we're on an even playing field now, eh?" Jani joked, straightening and crawling off the bed. 

"There's a towel in the corner - you can wipe off with that," Tuomas panted, rolling onto his back and 
sprawling on the bed. Jani smirked at him as he cleaned himself off, then he rejoined the man in bed, kissing 
him lazily. 

Tuomas resumed where he had left off earlier with sucking Jani's cock. Jani laced his fingers in Tuomas's 
curls, caressing him as the man made quick work of him. Tuomas pushed a finger inside Janis ass, and it was 
suddenly game over. Jani managed to choke out a warning right before he came, his cock expelling stream upon 


stream of cum down the older man's throat. 


"Holy shit," he panted as Tuomas sat up and laid back down next to him. He tucked himself against Jani's 
side and placed his hand on his chest. 


"Still not even close to done with you," Tuomas told him. 


Three 


Author's Notes: 
The final sexy part of this sexy sex-stravaganza. Featuring a special guest! 


Jani realized he'd fallen asleep when he woke in the unfamiliar loft what he'd assume to be a few hours 
later. The sun was lower in the sky, casting golden light through the giant windows. He turned his head to look 
for Tuomas and realized what had woken him from his blissful post-coital nap when he didn't see him. 


He heard the tickling of ivories coming from downstairs. Tuomas was playing - or composing, or fucking 
around, he wasn't sure. Jani stretched, snatched up his shorts that had gotten tangled up in the bedsheets, 
and climbed down from the loft. He saw the man sitting at his keyboard, dressed in his underwear and a t- 


shirt. 
He was playing something sweet and simple, pausing every so often to add something to the tune. Jani 
approached him and wrapped his arms around his shoulders, burying his face in Tuomas's neck and littering it 


with kisses. Tuomas let out a happy whine and stopped playing in favor of placing his hands in Janis hair. 


"Mm, don't stop playing, | was listening," Jani said against the composer's skin. Tuomas tilted his head to 
receive a kiss on the lips. 


"Is a very new idea | was toying with," Tuomas said. "Not much to it yet. So I'm open to suggestions." 


"Oh?" Jani asked, and Tuomas scooted over on the bench so Jani could sit next to him. "lm not the best 


keyboard player, but I'll see what | can offer." 

“There's a guitar in the corner over there if it better suits you," Tuomas said, and began to play once 
more. Jani listened, observing hints of melodies and chord progressions that were very distinctly Tuomas's 
sound. 

"Try going up a half-step there," Jani said. 

"Not really the vibe I'm going for with this one," Tuomas replied. 


"Just try it. If you don't like it, that's fine.” 


Tuomas sighed and played what Jani recommended. He paused playing to contemplate, eyebrows furrowed in 


thought. "Well, | don't hate it" 


"Excellent. I'm putting that on my musical resume: ‘Once made a songwriting suggestion to Tuomas 


Holopainen. He didn't hate it!" Jani chuckled 


Tuomas kissed him suddenly, and Janis eyes widened in surprise before he shut them again, allowing the 
kiss to deepen. Tuomas tangled his hands in Jani's hair, untying it from its ponytail. Jani let a sigh escape into 


the other man's lips and Tuomas broke away. 
"Your sass will be the death of me," the keyboardist said, standing and removing his shirt. 


‘Is that the title of the next Nightwish album?" Jani asked, standing as well and taking off his shorts, 


already rock hard. Tuomas didn't grace that one with a reply, continuing to undress. 


Jani sat back on the bench, straddling it sideways, and Tuomas got onto his lap, kissing him more. Jani 
reached between them, stroking their cocks with one hand. It wasn't long before both men yearned for more, 


and Tuomas, agonizingly slowly, lowered himself onto Jani's dick. 

Jani was grateful that he had some stamina in him now from his nap. Tuomas was incredibly, deliciously 
tight, and he wanted to live like this as long as he possibly could stand it. Tuomas rode him steadily, clawing at 
Jani's back with blunt nails, biting at his neck Jani thrust up and Tuomas cried out in delight, accidentally 
smacking the keyboard with one hand, unleashing a smattering of unpleasant notes. Jani laughed and thrust up 
again, grasping Tuomas's thighs as the man leaned back, trying a different angle. This one seemed to work 
wonders for the dark haired man. Jani watched in amazement as Tuomas's cock spurted multiple times on its 


own, the cum landing on the his pale stomach. 


"Fuck," Jani grunted, placing his hands on Tuomas's waist and fucking him roughly, causing the bench 
beneath them to creak unhappily. "Gonna cum so fucking hard, seeing you like that." 


And Jani was no liar - seconds later, his orgasm coursed through him, all its contents emptying within the 


man on top of him. 
"Next time," Tuomas gasped, "I'd prefer you to pull out” 
"Right," Jani breathed as Tuomas got off of him and bee-lined for the bathroom, "Sorry." 


He wasn't sorry. Not in the least. 


After they cleaned themselves up and dressed (partially), Tuomas offered to make him dinner. 
"That sounds great," Jani said, "But | feel I've already overstayed my welcome, haven't |?" 


Tuomas shrugged. "| like the company. Plus | bought a lot more produce than | actually need and I'd hate 
for it to go to waste." 


Jani shrugged and planted himself at the kitchen island, pulling up his phone to scroll mindlessly through 


social media, and Tuomas began to prepare them a meal. 


Jani had no idea that this was what the next week and a half would look like. Every single day, he came 
back to Tuomas's cabin, and they fucked for hours. They'd tinker around with song ideas, fuck, nap together, 
watch movies, fuck some more. They'd walk the trails. Jani would take Tuomas for small rides on his 


motorcycle. Tuomas would cook dinner or order them takeout. 

Jani wondered if this was what being in a relationship with Tuomas was like. 

On the fifth day of this, Jani started packing an overnight bag. Tuomas was happy to cook him breakfast. 

They fucked like rabbits in heat, so much so that chaffing occurred and small fingerprint shaped bruises 
began to take up permanent residence on their hips and thighs. It didn't slow them down. And it certainly didn't 
make them any more gentle with each other. 

On the ninth day, they were laying in bed together, when Tuomas said: 

‘| meant to tell you. Tomorrow's my last day here at the cabin" 

"Oh," Jani said, because he didn't know what else he was supposed to say. 

"So we might as well enjoy our last little bit of time together," Tuomas said. "Right?" 

"Right," Jani said, because he still didn't know what to say. Going over Tuomas's place had given him some 
sort of structure, something to look forward to in this godforsaken year of utter loneliness and despair. He 
knew, of course, that this wasn't Tuomas's permanent residence, and that he was meant to go home 
eventually, but being around the man had been sustaining him and energizing him. He didn’t realize how much 
he needed another human being around him, especially a creative one. Especially one that fucked him the way 


Tuomas did. 


For some reason, that evening, when they fucked, Jani felt like it meant something. Or maybe Tuomas had 
been looking at him with that expression the whole time and he just hadn't noticed til now. 


Jani went back home that night, figuring he needed to begin to ween himself off of Tuomas's presence. 
The next day, he sent Tuomas a few texts, saying he would be coming over soon. When the man didn't 


reply, Jani shrugged to himself and hopped on his motorcycle anyway. Tuomas knew to expect him; they'd 
spent every day together. 


"If you're going to ghost me," he joked as Tuomas opened the door when he arrived later, "at least give me 


the courtesy of---" 


The door opened wider to reveal another man standing behind Tuomas. And there was no mistaking the big, 


goofy smile on his unexpectedly familiar face. 
"Tony!" he exclaimed, jaw dropping in surprise. 
"Hey!" his former band mate greeted, and dove in for a tight, tight hug that squeezed the air out of Joni. 


"So besides songwriting and getting away for a bit, as | was saying, this is also what I've been doing the 
last week," Tuomas explained, gesturing to Jani. Tony laughed and released the redhead, taking a step back. 


"What a strange coincidence. How'd that come about?" he asked, grin still plastered on his face. 

"Ran into each other on the trails," Jani said. He was happy to see his old friend, sure, but he had come 
over with the intentions of having copious amounts of sex with the man next to him for the next twelve 
hours. Tony was sort of ruining his plans. "What brings you to this neck of the woods?" 

"Ah, right. Um," Tony paused as though unsure, so Tuomas cut in 


"We were gonna hook up." 


"Oh!" Jani exclaimed, blinking a few times and taking a step back. "I'm, uh, sorry to intrude - and assume -- 


"You can join us," Tony said quickly. 

"What?" Jani said. 

"If you'd like," Tuomas said. 

Jani stared at them, trying to force his brain to function 

"For a threesome," Tony said, because clearly Jani wasn't comprehending. "You know, with all of us.” 


Jani looked back and forth between the two men, trying to figure out whether or not they were serious. 


Because if they were serious, well.. he was down. 


"He has to think about it, apparently," Tuomas chuckled. 


"No. No | don't have to think about it," Jani said, and pushed past them into the cabin. “Everybody get 
naked," he called over his shoulder, pulling off his shirt and heading for the loft. 


"By the way, Liimatainen," Tuomas said, on his tail, as Tony chuckled behind them, "I called earlier and 


extended my stay here for another week. Just thought you'd like to know." 


